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the beauty of this big* good-natured, sweet,, mid
country. At one of            mountain stops, feeling

hungry, I bought a large of custard pie. Beside
the tracks was a cage on wheels in. which, lay a big female
grizzly whose owner was taking her to San Francisco
to be sold. The man nothing loath to explain his
prowess in capturing such a fearsome beast, .and we
all crowded about, myself, of course, in the front row.
Looking at us while talking and gesticulating, Ms hand
went fairly well within the bars, whereupon the lazy
grizzly, seemingly dozing, dosed her mouth over his
fingers and backed slowly to the rear of the cage, pull-
ing his arm in with her. With that he whirled, fed his
arm, in between the bars and, quickly looking around,
grabbed my pie and slapped the bear in the face with
it. Of course it splashed, and she immediately let go
of him to lick her chops, but his hand came out with
the mark of every tooth upon its back. In spite of
its lack of humor, I truly believe that this is the origi-
nal custard-pie story.

San Francisco was a very different city in those days
from what it is to-day; the sea came almost tip to
Montgomery Street, and beyond Van Ness Avenue there
was nothing but sand dunes shifting and changing
every minute. This is practically all new now, 'as the
great fire of 1906 swept it away. I remember the Bay
and the ferryboat, the long pier at the Oakland Mole
and passing the romantic and lonely Goat Maud.
The water seemed strangely quiet and strangely blue
to me, whose only experience of the sea was the coast
of Maine.

The Chinese and Mexican quarters of the city were at my counting the cost, I becames, and kept swinging a bunch of mink skins while
